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December 24th, 198b 
II:40 pm. 


Dear Diary, 
today | ruined my marriage. | did it again and | guess, this time she won't forgive me. | chose Nikki Sixx over 
my own wife and all Hell broke loose. 


It was about IO am when it all started. She entered our bedroom, caring a huge suitcase and announced that 
we were going to spend Christmas at her parents’ house on the East Coast. She told me to get dressed, 
because she didn't want to miss the flight. 


| looked at her, hoping she was just kidding, because the last time somebody said to me ‘get dressed, we're 
leaving! was my mom when | was 10. Well, soon | realized, my wife was far from kidding. | tried to talk to her 


and explain that | had other plans on my mind but she certainly didn't understand what | was saying. 


| told her that | didn't want to leave Nikki all alone for Christmas. One sentence. Just one sentence was able to 
change her into some fucking harpy. She started screaming and yelling that | had never truly loved her, that | 
had always cared only about Sixx, that | put Nikki's needs first and it made her sick. 


She made my blood boil with anger and | told her to go to Hell. She started crying, slapped me, took her 
suitcase and left. As simple as that. | didn't even run after her. 


Since its Christmas, the most magical time of the year, miracles happen and shit, | wanted to call her and 
make everything alright but then | thought ‘fuck it and ‘fuck her’. | didn't do anything wrong! lim definitely not 


going to apologize. 


| called Nikki instead. | just needed somebody to talk to, so | immediately told him everything and he said | could 


come over if | wanted. | think, I'm really gonna spend Christmas with Sixx this year. 


December 25th, 198b 


December 25th, 198b 
Ol:l pm. 


Getting drunk and high is definitely not the proper way of spending Christmas but who cares? 


When | showed up at Nikki's door in the middle of the night, with a bottle of Jack as a Christmas gift, | didn't 
expect to find him in such a poor condition. He sounded perfectly alright when we spoke on the phone. | hadn't 


seen him in two weeks, and | was actually scared of the way he looked like when | saw him. 


He wasn't wearing any makeup and still had dark circles under his eyes. His pupils were extremely small. His 
skin was gray. He didn't smell very well. But what bothered me the most was how much weight he had lost! 
His collarbones looked as if they were going to break through his skin It made me wonder when was the last 


time he ate something other than drugs and pills. 


He smiled when he saw me. There was something so genuinely sweet about it that made my heart melt. | 
wanted to hug him and kiss him and never let go but | didn't do that. That's so gay. I'm definitely not gay! | 
just smiled back at him, wished him Merry Christmas, gave him his gift, and stepped inside his house. 


He shook his head and chuckled, saying something about my creativity being simply beyond comparison, when it 


came to gifts. | took that as a compliment. 


Nikki certainly isn't a huge fan of Christmas. His Christmas tree is actually just a broomstick in a red 
flowerpot. He placed that thing in the middle of his living room and at first | couldn't tear my eyes away from 
it. Where did he even find something like that? 


| asked him how he felt. | knew what the answer would be before | opened my mouth. Again, Nikki tried hard to 
pretend everything was perfectly alright, and | just played along, ignoring every single evidence of his addiction 


We both needed something to cheer us up. None of us wanted to talk about real problems. We just drank a 
few shots of vodka, had a couple lines, perhaps much more than we should, and the fun part finally began. 


We were giggling like some schoolgirls. It was around 5 in the morning when Nikki and | decided to prank call 
Mick. Once he picked up the phone, we told him that Vince had been in a car crash and begged him to hurry 
the fuck up and come to the hospital because our friend's dying. 


Nikki deserves an Oscar. Mick believed us. He even started crying, and Mick never cries. He hung up and really 


did go to that hospital. 


| know, it's not cool to make fun of death but fuck that! Again, who cares? 


PS. Mick doesn't like us anymore. | think, we may have ruined his Christmas. 


December 26th, 198b 


December 26th, 198b 
03:4 am. 


| can't sleep. This time not because of coke. | just hate Nikki's house so much! It makes weird noises at night, it 
looks like some medieval drug den, and the mattress in the guest room smells like cat pee. Nikki doesn't have a 


cat. | don't think | want to find out what has happened here before. 


I'm thirsty. I'm hungry. | have to pee. | think somebody's downstairs. And it's definitely not Nikki. | swear, I've 
just heard glass break. What if it's a killer? Or a burglar. Or a ghost! This house may be haunted, right? 


Perhaps l'm just bored and don't know what to do.. But I'll go and check on Nikki. Just in case. 
01:05 pm. 


Nikki wasn't very pleased when | woke him up and started talking about that killer downstairs. He told me to 


leave him and the killer alone. He just pulled the covers back up over his head and went back to sleep! 


| sat on the edge of his bed and stared at him until he opened his eyes again. | told him | didn't want to go 
back to that fucking guest room. He rolled his eyes, sighed, said something about me being a ‘fucking immature 


bastard, but scooted over on the bed anyways, making room for me. 


Nikki's like an older brother to me. We've slept in one bed many times before. Brothers do that sometimes, 
right? | just feel much better in his embrace. In his arms all of my worries disappear, the world around us 


melts away, it's just me and Nikki 


Things | like: 

|, Cuddling 

2. Nikki 

3. Cuddling with Nikki 


God, if anybody ever finds this diary, I'll die of embarrassment. 


December 2 Ith, 198b 


December 21th, 198b 
07:45 pm. 


| don't remember much but last night must have been real fun! | remember that Nikki and | went to Seventh 
Veil, drank everything in sight, snorted some good stuff that one of the girls gave us, and well.. That's pretty 
much just it. 


| woke up in the morning, or in the middle of the day, feeling so weak | could hardly lift my head from the 
pillow. | opened my eyes and first thing | saw was dried blood on my knuckles. | wondered what exactly we did 


last night. 
| got up and went downstairs. | found Nikki on the couch, staring mindlessly at his Christmas tree. | sat next to 
him, put my head on his shoulder and whimpered, because pain throbbed violently around my skull. He tensed 


up and clenched his hands into fists. Apparently, Nikki was pissed off, and | didn't even know what | did wrong! 


It turned out that he wanted to have sex with some blonde chick, and then | went nuts and punched that girll 
God! Why would | do that?! 


I'm not jealous. l'm definitely not jealous of any girl that stands close to Nikki. I'm not a pussy! We're friends. 


Everything's perfectly alright. 
Okay. | admit. I'm a little bit jealous. 


PS. Last night was so much fun that | forgot my wife was coming back home. | didn't pick her up from the 


airport. She probably doesn't want to know me now. 


December 28th, 198b 


December 28th, 198b 
09:51 am. 


I'm a shitty friend. | am a fucking useless friend! | feel so bad for leaving Nikki alone! | told him that my wife 
came back and | couldn't let her go once again, | had to fight for our marriage, and he just faked a smile, 


nodded and pretended he was alright with that. I've known him for years, | can easily tell when he lies to mel 


| know he wanted me to stay. | know his demons are haunting him. He's having nightmares. He's paranoid. He's 


recently bought another gun, which really bothers me a lot. As his best friend | just should have stayed. 

But of course, | came back home. My wife and | had another fight. That bitch started throwing things at me! 
She had been yelling, crying, breaking dishes and other items for about an hour before she finally calmed down, 
just because the police showed up! Can you imagine that? They thought | was hurting her! 


| wonder what Nikki's doing. | wonder how he's feeling. | feel so bad right now! 


Diary, why do | care so much about Nikki? 


December 24th, 198b 


December 24th, 198b 
06:30 pm. 


| think | should do something about Nikki's addiction. l'm not a saint myself, | think I'm in no position to tell him 
what to do and what not to do, he won't listen to me, anyways, but I'm not gonna sit back and watch him kill 
himself for fuck's sake! 


Vince came over and | told him that we should do something to help Nikki. He just laughed. He thought | was 
fucking kidding! When he realized | was serious, he couldn't understand why would | want to do something like 
that. He said Nikki was fine, and | was a drama queen. 


Vince Neil called me a ‘drama queer’. How ironic is that? 


Then my wife came and started telling Vince how awful I'd been to her lately! That fucking bitch said she would 


love to see Nikki dead, because then | would finally notice her needs! 


| want to kill them. Both of them. With a razor. Or a plastic spoon so they can actually suffer for weeks. Am | 


a bad person? 


December 30th, 1986 


December 30th, 198b 
lO.7 pm. 


Diary, today's been an awful day and all | want to do is diel 

Things haven't been great between me and my wife for a while now. You know, we're arguing all the time. It 
always looks exactly the same: she starts bitching, | ignore her, she yells at me, | ignore her, she talks shit 
about Nikki, and then, when | finally lose my temper and react, she cries until | apologize, and then after two 


minutes of peace, she starts bitching again! And we fight, over and over again. 


Today | told her to leave me alone and go to Hell. | actually kicked her out. l'm so done with her! | want a 


divorce. Am | acting like a fucking chick? 

So, after that fight, | needed to talk to someone. I'm still mad at Vince so | went to see Nikki. | wanted to have 
some fun and needed companion He wasn't alone. His crazy black girlfriend opened the door, naked. She told me 
to fuck of fl And Nikki didn't say a word! He just stood there and stared at me. 

| guess, | know now what a ‘broken heart means. Fuck. | just don't want to see him with that girl. She's a 
freaking crazy psychol It's not like | want to be in her shoes, just because she can kiss Nikki whenever she 
wants to.. Perhaps | do. 

Right now, I'm not crying because of Nikki. No, I'm not. 


Jesus, | lie to my own diary! 


Diary, am | in love with Sixx? Is that what loving him looks like? Tears and blood and shattered hearts? 


December 3lst, [186 


December 3lst, 198b 
08:52 am. 


The last day of the year. New Year's Eve. For the first time in twenty years I'm gonna spend it all alone. 
Sounds great, huh? 


Vince is throwing one hell of a party, Mick will probably just get drunk and go to sleep, and Nikki.. Well, Nikki 


has his crazy chick to entertain him. | don't even have a dog to give it a midnight kiss! 


| wonder what Nikki sees in her. She's crazy in the head! | mean, literally! Did she escape from some 
madhouse? Because she definitely belongs there! She thinks she's a fucking diva. She's worse than Vince and 
Madonna together! What really drives me nuts is that she can talk about Jesus 24/1 and never gets tired of 
this bullshit. Come on, | don't fucking care what the bible says, | don't want her to pray for mel | just want 
her to get out of my sight, and leave Nikki alone! Is that too much? 


She hates me, and | hate her even more. 


Nikki deserves much better. He's so beautiful. He has everything, the look, the attitude, he's so talented! Why 
would he want to waste time on her? He doesn't even want to talk to me when she's next to him. Not gonna 


lie, it hurts. 


Things that happened in 198b: 
I, Nikki came back to life after an OD 
2. | got married (haven't learned from my first mistake) 


3. We signed a new deal with Elektra Records 


Things | want to do in 1981: 
I, Nikki Sixx 


January Ist, 1187 


January Ist, 1987 
ll:02 am. 


I've always known that Nikki is a little bit crazy. Perhaps more than ‘a little bit. Now, I'm sure, Nikki's gone 
mad. 


He came to my house in the middle of the night, wearing nothing but a pair of black boots and passed out on 
my couch seconds later. | went upstairs to find him some blanket. | came back after a few minutes with a pink 


blanket and a pillow only to find Nikki crying on the floor. 


At first | didn't know what to do! | mean, naked Nikki Sixx was crying on the floor in my living room, it doesn't 
happen every day. | thought he was out of his fucking mind! | ended up holding him in my arms, whispering 
soothing words in his ear, trying to lull him to sleep. 


| have no idea what happened to his clothes. | don't know why he was crying like a baby. He is asleep right now 
and | don't have a heart to wake him up. When he opens his eyes, he won't want to talk about it, or he will 
just say he doesn't remember anything. | prefer not to ask any questions sometimes. | don't want to know the 


answers. 


| just love Nikki so much! It breaks my heart to see him like that. | want to help him but | don't know how. I'm 
not as dumb as he thinks | am, | look at him and | see how it's all going to end. 


Diary, do you think Nikki will ever love me as much as | love him? Do you think he knows that I'll always stand 
by his side? 


He will never love me back. He only loves his heroin. 


Vince called this morning. He wanted to know what about those songs that Nikki was supposed to write. | lied to 
him that Nikki had plenty of new material to show us and there was nothing to worry about. 


In fact, there is a lot to be worried about. Nikki hasn't written anything yet, he is too strung out. 


January 2nd, 1981 


January 2nd, 1987 
0814 pm. 


Last night Nikki and | were drinking and you know just having some fun and then my wife showed up at my 
door! Why? | don't know but | think she just wanted another fight. As soon as she stepped inside she started 
screaming and yelling and Nikki threw a bottle of Jack at her to shut her up. l'm very disappointed that he was 
too drunk and it hit the wall next to her head instead. She came back with police officers and her mother. 


Man, why am | always dating psychos? That bitch pisses me off. | should have listened to Nikki when he said 
CHICKS = TROUBLE. 


In the morning Nikki and | passed out on the floor in my bedroom. 
| woke up and found Nikki wasn't next to me. He wasn't in the bedroom at all. | thought he was shooting up in 
the bathroom. | got up and went to see if he was still alive. He wasn't there. | freaked out and checked every 


fucking inch of my house. Guest room. No. Kitchen. No. Living room. No. He fucking disappeared! 


l'm so angry with him! He should have at least leave me a note or something! | want to punch him in that 


perfect face. | hope he's okay though. 


PS. | HATE 1987 ALREADY! 


January 3rd, [78] 


January 3rd, 1987 
10:33 am. 


| found Nikki. Actually, he found me. He called me around 4 am, saying that there were people with guns in his 
backyard. At first, | thought he was joking and told him to go fuck himself. Then, | figured out he wasn't 
kidding. | rushed to his house with a baseball bat, because it was the only weapon that | could find. Who do you 
think | found when | got there? 


Nobody! Nobody was there. | broke a window and got inside. T-bone to the rescue! When | think about it now, | 


consider myself very lucky. Sixx could have shot me. 


| checked every single place in his house and found no people and no guns. Actually, Nikki was the only person 
holding a gun there! It took me forever to convince him to get out of this fucking closet and put the gun down! 


I've never been more tired in my entire life! 


Nikki held my thigh and didn't want to let go. He begged me to stay so | did. He actually fell asleep on top of me 
seconds later. Although it was what I'd been dreaming of for weeks, he's kinda heavy and | had trouble 
breathing. But | love him so much so | didn't say a word. | was stroking his hair, rubbing his back, kissing his 
forehead, | would do anything just to make him feel better. 


When | hold him in my arms | can actually feel how fragile he is. | don't want to lose him. He's the only one | 


care about. 


January 4th, 1987 


January 4th, 1981 
08:51 pm. 


We played Truth or Dare. 


Vince, Nikki, Slash, his friend Steven and | played Truth or Dare. | felt like a teenage girl. | haven't done that 


since high school! 


Steven said he had always loved that game. He wanted to show us how much fun it was. We were so drunk 
that it seemed like an amazing idea. So we sat in a circle on the floor of my living room and started playing. It 


was really boring at first but we really got into it after a couple more shots of vodka. 
We set Nikki on fire again because Steven wanted to see it live. Vince pissed into Slash's top hat. Slash snorted 
a line of coke off Steven's ass. Nikki took my drumsticks and broke my wife's favorite chandelier, while Steven 
was singing ‘you shook me all night long’. Vince gave Slash a lap dance. We straightened Slash's hair. Vince and | 
kissed. Nikki called Vince a cock slut, stormed out of the room and all the fun was over. 


Well, it was just a dare! Vince looks like a chick and Nikki kisses chicks all the time! Why can't | do the same? 


| think Nikki hates me now. 


January Sth, (787 


January 5th, 1987 
05:24 am. 


Diary, you won't believe what has just happened! | kissed Nikki Sixx! Well, Nikki Sixx kissed me but it still counts 


as a kiss, right? 


Last night | ran after him, wearing nothing but a pair of boxers, with Vince's lipstick all over my face. | finally 
caught that sick bastard at his own porch. Then we started arguing, we were screaming our lungs out in the 
middle of the night. | punched him. He kicked me. And we started giggling like some psychotic schoolgirls. People 
who live here probably consider us crazy anyways. 


One kiss doesn't mean anything, right? | told Nikki that a KISS = NOTHING and walked away. He grabbed my arm 
and spun me so that our faces were inches apart. | forgot how to breathe. Nikki Sixx is the most handsome 
man on the planet, and he was looking at me with those mesmerizing eyes, and my heart just stopped! Then he 
just crushed his lips to my mouth, and | lost myself completely. His lips were much softer than | thought they 
would be. He tasted like vodka and cigarettes but | didn't want to let go. 


Fuck. What's wrong with me? 


He pushed me away after a few seconds and asked whether that one meant nothing as well to me. Then he 


just disappeared inside his mansion, leaving me outside confused as fuck. 


January bth, 1981 


Jaunary bth, 1987 
10:05 pm. 


Never in my entire life have | been more confused! | don't even understand why he was so pissed off! Does it 
mean he likes me back? If he does.. Oh God! That jealous bastard really likes me back! 


Nikki still hasn't answered any of my calls. | don't even know whether he is alive or not! He doesn't talk to 
anybody. Fuck, I'm worried, ok? And I'm mad at myself because that's exactly what he wants me to do! He 


wants me to worry about him! He actually enjoys giving me headaches. 


| can't even think properly. | can still hear his words in my head. When it's Vince it means nothing but when it's 
Nikki it means a lot? It doesn't make any sense.. I'm so confused! God, | feel as dumb as a fucking rock! 


| can't forget the way his lips tasted. | want to kiss him again. | want to show him that | fucking care about 
him, that | love him. Fuck. | should have known that ONE KISS WITH SIXX = ADDICTION. Nikki is much worse than 
heroin 


Nikki Sixx has been giving me one hell of a guilt trip! 


PS. Vince is angry with me. He told me he wasn't my consolation prize. What have | done wrong?! 


January Th, 1981 


January Tth, 1987 
03:19 pm. 


Nikki is not answering my calls and Vince doesn't even want to look at me. They are my best friends! Mick is a 
great guy but he's much more mature, | mean, he is like a father to us, and | have a feeling that he doesn't 
really like to hang out with us. He probably thinks we only attract trouble, which is pretty much all we do. | 
guess, it's just you and me tonight then, Diary. 


I:'52 p.m. 


| think I'm having a heart attack! Nikki's here! He stood at my porch with that kicked-puppy look on his face 
and muttered something about being sorry and shit. | said | was glad to see him and let him stay. 


We were talking, drinking, laughing, and then he showed me some cool lyrics, saying it was going to be on our 
new album. | looked at him, confused and laughed at his face. | thought it was some kind of a sick joke, because 
he showed me a piece of ‘Home Sweet Home' and then | realized he wasn't kidding! He really thought it was 


something brand new.. Geez, man.. It's not cool. 


| didn't say anything. | wasn't able to speak | was so shocked and so scared, it took a bottle of Jack to calm me 


down. 


Nikki's in the bathroom right now, I'm sure he's not taking a shower. | feel like I'm about to cry. I'm really 


worried about him. He's too young for memory loss! 


January 8th, [787 


January 8th, 1987 
10:07 am. 


| woke up and for the first time in two months | didn't have to wonder where the hell Nikki went, because he 
was sleeping right next to me, his left arm on my chest. | smiled, pushed his hair gently aside and placed a 


soft kissed on his forehead. 
There is nothing better than waking up next to Nikki Sixx. 


In his sleep he always looks so peaceful, so innocent, so helpless. | would protect him from this cruel world if | 
only could. Sometimes | really hate his parents for everything they've ever done to him. | wrapped my arms 
around his body and a few tears rolled down my face. His childhood stories always break my heart. | want to 


turn back time and just be there for him when nobody was. | don't want my Nikki to suffer. 


| guess, | woke him up with my sobbing. He opened his eyes and smiled at me, so sweetly that my heart nearly 
jumped out of my chest. He yawned and stretched his arms above his head. A ‘good morning t-bone' left his 
mouth as he sat up on the bed. | didn't say anything and then he rubbed his eyes, looked at me and noticed 


my tears. He frowned but didn't ask any questions. He leaned in and kissed my cheeks. 


His sweet morning behavior made me feel a little bit better after last night but it was too much and Nikki had 


to kill my mood by telling me that Jason was coming over. 


Diary, you have to understand that | really hate Jason. He sees how bad Nikki's condition is and still sells him 
everything he possibly can. | want to break his neck in half with my bare hands. 


January tth, 987 


January tth, 1987 
0b:04 am. 


Do you know what's the worst part of sleeping in the same room as Nikki Sixx? Well, there are three things 


that drive me nuts! 


| Nikki tosses and turns all the time, his hair is all over my face and | feel like I'm about to suffocate 

2. He sometimes talks in his sleep. He usually tells me how much he hates Vince, what kind of a person his 
grandma was, and how terrible he feels. Everything else he says just doesn't make any sense. 

3. He goes to the bathroom four-five times in a night, each time long enough to make me wonder what's so 


fascinating about that place that he likes to spend in there half of the night. 


Last night | went there after him and found him sitting on the floor with a needle still in his vein. | didn't know 
why but | got so angry, | started telling him that he was going to die and all that shit, then | grabbed a 
handful of his hair and pulled him up. It turned out to be a huge mistake, because even as ‘Sikki' he is still 
much stronger than me. He wrapped his hands around my neck and squeezed so hard, | thought he was going 
to choke me! | begged him to let me go, | even scratched his cheek, but he acted as if he was deaf! And his 
eyes? | saw a devil himself behind them. 


When my face turned purple and | started losing consciousness, he eventually let go of me. | wanted to beat 


the shit out of that bastard but | was unable to move. I've never been more scared of him. 


January lOth, [187 


January lOth, 1987 
08:31 am. 


For the first time in my life | don't want to talk to Nikki, | don't care how he's doing, | can't even look at him 
and still see him as my best friend! If he was my best friend, he wouldn't try to choke me to death in my own 
house! When the morning came, he tried to apologize but it was too late! | didn't want to listen to his apologies. 


There's a huge purple mark on my neck from his hands. He could have killed me! 
0917 pm. 


Of course after a few hours, | changed my mind, because as always no matter what Nikki does, how many 


times he hurts me, | just can't stay away from him! It makes me feel sick. 


He was sitting on the couch, his bass on his lap, he wasn't even playing, just holding it. | sat next to him and 


kissed his cheek | told him it was nothing and we should just forget about that night. He gladly agreed. 


| thought it was a great moment to talk to him about going to rehab but Nikki rolled his eyes and stated that 
he was still in control of it and of course there was nothing to worry about! He always says that he's alright, 
he's fine, there's nothing to worry about, he can take care of himself.. We both know it's far from truth. 


Vince showed up. He just wanted to hang out with me. He obviously noticed my bruised neck and tried to kick 
Nikki's ass. | lied to him. | told him that some guy attacked me last night at Tth Veil, and Nikki actually saved 
my life. | feel so bad for lying to him. | don't know whether he believed me or not. 


PS. | still love Nikki. | think I'm ready to tell him about my feelings, perhaps it'll change something. 


January Ith, 1987 


January lith, 1987 
0931 p.m. 


| found Sixx shooting up in my living room. | looked at him and broke into tears in front of him like some crazy 
chick (Fortunately, Nikki likes crazy chicks. | hope I'm still better than Vanity). He wasn't wearing any long- 
sleeved shirt, his forearms look like pincushions, his veins are gone. | mean, you can't see any of them! Nikki 
has to realize that they are not indestructible. Your veins are not made to have needles shoved into them on 


a daily basis. You don't need a PhD to figure that one out. 

| don't want to lose Nikki and | know that if he doesn't quit, he'll die, sooner or later. 

| freaked out. | kissed him and hugged him and told him that | loved him, tears were rolling down my face in 
cascades. My whole body was shaking so badly. Nikki didn't know what to do to make me stop. | spent two 


hours crying in his arms. l'm sure, I've already gone mad. 


| tried to persuade him to give rehab another chance. He said he would think about it. | hope we're making 


some progress here. 


PS. If Nikki keeps dancing with MrBrownstone, | can't imagine him coming back from the tour alive. 


January Ith, (987 


January I2th, 1987 
03:09 pm. 


Nikki told me he had enrolled in a methadone program. l'm so proud of him! He's determined to fight. | hope he'll 
kick this shit. 


Yesterday when | said | loved him, he just ignored it, pretended not to hear anything. So when we were sitting 
on the floor in my living room, trying to create something that we could actually use for our new album, 
those three words just slipped out of my mouth again! | said ‘You're amazing, Nikki! | love you so much’ and he 


only stared at me blankly. He hadn't blinked for two minutes straight! Like a deer caught in the headlights. The 


sudden silence was really awkward. 


When | was about to take it all back, say it was just a joke, that its just a brotherly kind of love, he leaned in 
and kissed me! Nikki Sixx kissed me for the second time! It has to mean something, right? Man, it was the best 


kiss I've ever hadl 

| wanted more. | kissed him back immediately, suddenly my hands were all over him, and then.. My wife came 
because she got the divorce papers yesterday and wanted to fight. She didn't see anything inappropriate but if 
she did.. God.. My career would be over, Mötley Crile would be over. 


PS. | want to kiss Nikki again and again, and again.. Am | addicted to Sixx already? 


January l4th, 1987 


January l4th, 1981 
07:01 pm. 


Yesterday was madness! | had to wear a suit to the court, because | really wanted to finally end my marriage, 
and | did, but now my ex wife owns half of my money! MY money. | was so pissed off and then Vince called 
me, saying that he was in the hospital! He got into a fight with some Mexican guy and needed stitches. 

Then | came home and found out that Nikki had destroyed my living room, while running away from SWAT. Do 
you know how his ‘kicking this shit with methadone’ actually works? He gets a dose of methadone and calls 
Jason for more dope. 


I'm so sick and tired of these guys! They drive me nuts. They are insane! 


PS. Funny thing, we're supposed to be in the studio tomorrow. 


January [5th, (987 


January I5th, 1987 
10:27 pm. 


We're back in studio! Nobody's prepared, nobody's ready, we once again don't know what we're doing! 


Mick was the only one who actually wanted to do something. He was the only one able to do his job as well. 
Vince sounded worse than a squirrel, Nikki spent most of the time shooting up in the bathroom, and | was too 


preoccupied with him to care about the band and music. 


| feel like we're about to crash, as if its the beginning of the end for Mötley. We're so pathetic. | don't know 
whether | am supposed to cry or laugh. 


When we came back home, Nikki started crying. Without a word. Just like that. | asked him what it was about 
and he said he felt lonely. My heart broke. Come on, Sixx! | tell you that | LOVE YOU all the time! How many 


times do | have to repeat myself before you understand?! 


He is unstable emotionally. He might be happy, literally screaming with joy kind of happy, one minute and 
horribly depressed and angry the next. How am | supposed to deal with him?! 


January loth, 1981 


January loth, 1987 
l:00 pm. 


Vince and Nikki fight. Nikki hides somewhere and shoots up. Mick gets angry with us. | try to make things work 


but ruin everything instead. Vince leaves the studio, pouting and cursing. Same old situation 


Today was a little different though. Everything was running out of control, we once again didn't know what we 
were doing, we ruined almost every new song, but.. Nikki was very calm. His zen-like patience never lasts. | was 
so shocked when he didn't even want to fight with Vince, my jaw dropped. Neil started bitching and Sixx just 


ignored him! He acted like an angel! 


TheN Nikki said he needed to get some fresh air and.. He was gone! Mick went home, but Vince stayed with me. 
He wanted to talk. So we did. Well, mostly Vince was talking. He told me that | was destroying my life by always 
caring about Nikki, being by Sixx's side. He said that a broken heart was the only thing that | was gonna get 
from him. | didn't want to listen Vince got mad and left, saying something about me being too dumb and too 


blind to notice true love. What ‘true love'? 


| found Nikki passed out in the bathroom hours later. He was too messed up to even get up and stand on his 


own. | had to carry him to the car. 


Its getting really boring, you know, Diary? He's never gonna change, right? | still want to believe he will kick 
this shit one day. Am | too naive? And there's Vince.. | don't understand what he's talking about most of the 


time! I'm exhausted. 


January [Tth, 1987 


January Ith, 1987 
10:30 pm. 


| have to admit that Nikki has recently written a lot of pretty lame songs. | don't want to be rude but they 
suck, okay? Do you know what really drives me insane? Everybody ignores Nikki's condition They don't care. As 
long as he's their paycheck and still manages to go onstage, they don't give a shit! | hate them so much. 


Nikki has to pull it together but he doesn’t want to go to rehab, he doesn't accept any kind of help. Our songs 
suck. Our new album sucks. Sixx is going insane, Neil is whining all the time. They don't get along very well, they 
argue a lot, they have different ideas, and | don't know if they're able to find common ground. 


Today, Vince kissed my cheek, you know, the ‘see ya later’ kind of friendly kiss, and Nikki's blood boiled. | could 
feel his eyes burning a hole in my stomach. So later, when we were heading home, | asked him what we were. 
Boyfriends? Best friends who occasionally make out? Diary, you won't believe what happened next! Take a deep 
breath! Nikki Sixx blew me! 


It was the most unforgettable blowjob of my life! It was fucking incredible! | had the most intense orgasm! | 
mean, he's the hottest man alive and his mouth.. God! I'm still speechless. He went down on me in out backyard, 
and well.. | didn't last long though. Having Nikki on his knees, with his beautiful lips wrapped around me, it was 


magic! 


| think | owe him. 


January I8th, 1987 


January [8th, 1987 
0319 pm. 


Diary, you won't be proud of me. 


This morning not everything went as planned. | mean, you know, | wanted to return the favor, because last 
right was an incredible experience and | wanted to show Nikki how much | cared about him. So | thought it 
would be nice to wake him up with my lips, you know, down there.. | ended up having a black eye and Vince 


almost quit the band. 
Let's start from the beginning. 


It was around b am, Nikki was still asleep. He was wearing nothing, so | could actually see every inch of his 
beautiful body. | bet you already know how | reacted to the sight in front of me, lets say that my cock also 
liked the way Nikki's body looked. | started kissing his neck, his shoulder, his collarbone, his nipple, his chest, 
even his bellybutton and he didn't wake up. | positioned myself between his legs and dived under the covers. 
When | barely wrapped my lips around the head of his cock, he woke up and knocked me out with his knee! 


Now | have a huge bruise on my face and that son of a bitch still can't stop laughing. Alright, alright, it's kind 
of funny. Obviously the whole mood was ruined and nothing happened. 


We showed up in the studio late, Vince looked at my face, and without asking any questions punched Nikki 
straight in the jaw. Sixx fought back and security guys had to put it to an end. Now only Mick looks like a 


normal guy, because the rest of us have scratches and bruises all over our faces. We look awesome. Oh God.. 


Then Vince said he couldn't take it anymore and stormed out of the room. Mick and | both ran after him and 


made him change his mind. The problem is when | came back, Nikki was nowhere to find. 


January 20th, [987 


January 20th, 1987 
10:50 pm. 


Diary, guess who had sex with Nikki Sixx? Well, it wasn't me. It was that freaking crazy black chick, who makes 


me want to puke. 


Nikki Sixx really drives me nuts! | was so worried because he wasn't answering my calls. | went to his house, 
he wasn't there. | went to every single strip club in LA, no sign of Sixx. He wasn't hanging out with Mick. He 
literally disappeared! It has happened a few times before but he always showed up in the morning! Nikki Sixx 
died. That's what | thought! | called the police, alright? 


And then when | lost all hope, | was drained, | felt dead, | cried my eyes out for fuck's sake, | found that son 
of a bitch! | forgot to check one place, his girlfriend's house. He was there, alive and having the best time of 


his life. | wanted to break his neck! | was so madl | still am! 


Of course, at first | heard him, then | saw him. In her living room, on her couch with her sitting on his lap, his 
dick up her ass. Do you know what | did then, Diary? Ran away with tears in my eyes like some fucking pussy. 


| thought he loved me, and it's just so painful. 


| called Vince, | couldn't stop crying and he came over with a bottle of vodka and some candies. | was crying all 
night and he was there for me. | told him everything, and he.. He told me that he loved me. Man, | was 
shocked. 


Vince is my best friend! I'm so lucky to have him. | didn't want to ruin our friendship so | just kissed him to 
shut him up. | was drunk! Don't judge me, Diary! And Vince is such a great kisser. Nothing else happened, we 
didn't have sex, we just made out.. and jerked off.. 


Nikki called today, he wanted to apologize, but Vince answered the phone and told him to fuck off. 


What am | supposed to do now? | mean, l'm not in love with Vince, | love Nikki! But Nikki doesn't love me, | 


guess.. | don't know. Man, l'm in some deep trouble. 


January Zist, 1187 


January 2st, 1987 
II:26 pm. 


This day sucks balls. So does our new album. And our band. And our friendship. Everything sucks. 


Nikki wants to kill Vince. Vince wants to snap Nikki's neck. Mick hates all of us for making his life so miserable. 
Sixx and Neil don't even want to be in the same room. They started arguing again, and Mars called us 
motherfuckers and left. | believe I'm one of the reasons why everything is falling apart. We all used to be best 


friends and then | fell in love with Nikki and ruined our friendship and our band and my own marriage. It's my 


fault. | feel so bad about it. 


| live in a world full of people and yet | feel so lonely sometimes, Diary. Nikki doesn't want to talk to me, he 
thinks | slept with Vince! He is so jealous and we're not even a couple! He thinks he can fuck some stupid chicks 


and | can't even give my friend a kiss! That's unfair! 


| think | should pick one of them and just move on, forget about the other one. It can be quite difficult because 


we're going on tour! yay.. 


Vince is a great guy. He's a great friend. He's always there for me when | need him the most. | know he would 


never hurt me. | love him. But as a friend. He's like a brother to me. | can't be with Vince. 


Then there's Nikki. I'm not gay, alright? But | could marry Nikki Sixx. He doesn't love me, | know it, no matter 
what he says, | know he loves his heroin more than anyone. It hurts. But | don't care. My heart beats for him, 
| can't change that, right? 


So when | got home, | was sick and tired of my life and all this shit, so | did what | can do best. 

| got drunk and snorted as much coke as | possibly could, and | called my ex wife, and my mom, and half of my 
family. | think | was so fucking out of my mind that | told them about my feelings for Nikki, then about how 
great kissing Vince was, and to give my mother a heart attack | might have mentioned something about 


sucking dicks, not that I've ever done that. Then | passed out. 


Diary, what's wrong with me?! I'm insane, right? I've gone mad. | don't know what's going on in my life anymore. 


